Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
the widow intrepidly* "The Ramolini, men and women,
defend their homes to the last!"
"But the little ones, signora! Think of them."
It was of them that she had been thinking all the past
week as she waited; and now she bowed her head
resignedly.
"You are right, Cousin Costa; and if you will with-
draw, I will make ready."
The dark faces and torches filed out; and quickly she
dressed herself and, with Saveria's aid, the younger chil-
dren, Caroline and Jerome. These she despatched with
two of the men to the house of Fesch; then, taking a few
handkerchiefs and stockings and changes of linen for her-
self, Marianne, Louis, and Pauline, with the three she
stole out of the door and past the cathedral to the gates,,
Awed by the fierce demeanor of her escort, the warders
let them through, and they made for the hills back of
the town. Now, for fear of pursuit, the torches had to be
put out; and they stumbled upward, over rocks and
gullies. Their long dresses were torn by thorns and cac-
tus, and they blundered against tree-trunks, smiting their
foreheads in the dark.
All night they wandered over the hills, descending,
just before dawn, to the shore of the gulf opposite Ajac-
cio, where they saw a cluster of hovels and towers cutting
dark segments out of the purple of the sky. It was Capi-
tello; for the time at least, they were safe.
An, hour passed without a sound, save for the lapping
of the waves, the cry of night-birds wheeling around the
towers, and an occasional shot from the far-off city, where
the candles of early risers began to twinkle.
At last oar-locks creaked over the water; a boat grated
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